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Syd 


Author's Notes: 

Work in progress. Takes place in the same universe as my fics "Sausalito 1967" and "Incarceration of a Flower 
Child", after the events of "Sausalito" and before the main timeline of "Incarceration", though after the 
flashbacks. The usual warnings for drugs and horrifically unhealthy relationships. :) 


When you touched my hand, | was surprised | didn't bleed. 


We'd not seen each other in ages, and now you've come back to me. You're different, though. I'm not the only 
one who's changed here, Roger. | know you think I'm broken- and you're right, I'm scattered everywhere, | can't 
seem to pull myself in one direction all at once- but you're broken too, | saw it when you walked through the 
studio door. You've always been hard and strong, and though you could be warm and loving as you slept curled 
around me, in the light of the day you were cold. | had thought you were made of stone then. You seemed 
stable, indestructible, a reliable and unchanging force of nature. 


This time, | saw it. You're hard, and you're cold, but its a fragile strength. Through the clouds of cigarette 


smoke- yours and mine, these days you smoke as much as | do- | can see the cracks, shining as they warp 


the beams of your inner light, warning of the pain they'll inflict on anyone who comes too close. You weren't 
made of stone at all- you were made of glass. And sometime between when you declared we were over and 
now, something hit you and you shattered. 


You're still touching my hand, bass-player callused fingertips tracing over an old dark-rimmed scar between 
my first and middle fingers. | don't remember where that one came from. | hear your voice, sharp enough to 
cut through the smoke, but your words mean nothing. Your eyes are downcast, avoiding mine. Blue-green ocean 
eyes, deep and dangerous, shining with the feelings you try to keep inside. 

You can't hide them, love. 


| can see through you. 


After all, you're made of glass. 


Roger 


Author's Notes: 
Same as before, this is all fictional, warnings for drug references and unhealthy relationships 


He's sitting on the studio floor, slumped over his guitar, cigarette dangling from his cracked, dry lips. I'm not 
sure if he's all here, to be quite honest. I'm suddenly reminded of why we threw him out in the first place. 
Here in the control booth, David gives me a sympathetic- pitying? - glance and suggests | go out and talk with 
him. 


Is not going to work He's probably out of his fucking mind” 
"Roger. We promised to work with him, the least you could do is see what he needs." 


"Yeah, and probably what he thinks he needs is more fucking chemicals! You know Rick said he was mixing 
smack with his Mandies?" 


"Roger, please. Just go out there and see what he needs." 


The thought of having to talk to him without anyone else around fills me with that uncomfortable feeling | 
always get just before going onstage. If he's anything like he was a year ago, it's not so different from going 
onstage, really- either way, you have thousands of people watching you. Or that's what it feels like, anyway- 


his moods change so fast it's as if he can't commit to being one person at a time. 


Up close, he seems even more of a stranger, curled up in a fashionable yet worn-out coat despite the warmth 
of the studio. His long hair is tangled and unwashed, that ever-present cigarette pinched between the yellow- 
stained fingers of one slender, shaking hand. 


All of a sudden, the bastard raises his head and smiles. He looks tired, like he hasn't slept in weeks, but there's 
no denying any longer that this is Syd. That smile hasn't changed since we were children. He smiled like that the 
day he joined my band. And the day we got our recording contract. And he smiled like that the first time we 
fucked, the first of so many nights that ended far too soon. 


That smile is all it takes to make me doubt whether | did the right thing. 


Interlude: Spring 1961 


Author's Notes: 
A chapter-long flashback before we return to our regularly scheduled Madcap angst. Just a little something to 
show that times weren't always so bleak.. 


| wake up with the feeling of a heavy weight on me. | try to shove it off, but it laughs at me. As | open my 
eyes- a greater effort than it sounds- the first thing my mind registers is the head of dark curly hair 
resting on my chest, the second, the skinny body to which it is attached. 


| roll my eyes and smile. "Fucking move, Syd!" 

He looks up at me, wide-awake and grinning like a Cheshire cat. "And what if | don't want to move, Roger 
dearest? | quite like it here." He caresses my face as his expression slides from impish to sultry. 

"Fuck off," | mutter, smiling and kissing him before standing up, leaving him to drop unceremoniously to the 
floor, tangled in our sheets and blankets. 

"And good morning to you too, Rog!" 


| grab my clothes from where | dropped them on Syd's floor yesterday and go to the kitchen to see what he 
might have in the way of food. Ordinarily | would have said that as it's Syd's flat, he should be making us 
breakfast, but Syd has some very odd ideas about what constitutes breakfast food. There's hardly anything in 
the cabinets and even less in the fridge, but | manage to find a box of cornflakes and a bottle of milk that's 
only a day or so past date. 


As | sit at the table, absentmindedly petting the cat that has jumped into my lap, Syd appears, sleepy-eyed and 


bare chested, the remains of yesterday's eyeliner smudged down his pale, freckled face. 

"Hullo, Rog, see you found some breakfast.. and the cat. I'm almost surprised she likes you, she barely likes 
anyone." He runs a hand through his bed-mussed curls and smiles, that radiant smile that wins the hearts and 
bodies of the dolly birds at the UFO- not that l'm jealous, or anything like that. "You're very similar, you know, 
you and the cat- two strays who followed me home and don't like anyone else." 

| roll my eyes and smile. "Get stuffed, Syd." 

"That's what | was doing last night, mate, you should know- you were there!" 

"Oh, shut up." 


"We've got a gig tonight, remember that?" 


"Couldn't fucking forget it. We're always booked at the UFO on Friday nights." 


He leans over and kisses my cheek, Cheshire cat-grinning as he pulls away. "Good thing you keep your stage 


gear at my place, then, don't think I'd have anything that would fit you." 


My eyes follow him as he fills the teakettle with water and turns the stove on. No, he certainly wouldn't. 
Clothes that fit perfectly proportioned, beautiful Syd would never work on gawky, unattractive me. Why he 
ever sleeps with me, I'll never understand. Certainly its not my dashing good looks. | shouldn't overthink this 
anyway, he might grow tired of me while I'm stuck here in my own self-loathing..that's a thing he might do, 
isn't it? 


The cat jumps from my lap to the floor, where Syd scoops her into his arms and begins stroking her, 
murmuring nonsense and smiling as if, for him, nothing existed beyond this room, beyond this moment. 


It's a nice thought. 


Syd 


Author's Notes: 
1169 again, and back to the main plot of the story. Again, drug abuse and unhealthy relationships are at play, 
but that's true of everything | write. Enjoy! 


You're sitting on the edge of my mattress. What on earth are you doing there? My door is always unlocked, 
but you never come to visit. Not anymore, not since I've been living here. Having to look at me in the studio 


seems to make you uncomfortable enough. 


But here you are in the dead of night, staring me down wordlessly with those big ocean eyes, grown cold as 


the Arctic sea in the months and years since you last said you loved me. 


| look down, and then back. You're still there. You smell like Marlboros and the outdoors after it rains. When | 
reach out and touch you, you feel solid, the worn leather of your coat comforting and familiar under my 


fingertips. You look down at my hand but make no attempt to move it away from your chest. 
You lift your head to look at me, and you shatter like glass. 


There are shards of you all over the mattress and the floor, glittering the same blue-green as your eyes. | 
should clean them up, but it seems disrespectful to throw away something that might still be a part of you. | 
pick a shard up off the floor, and it slices into my hand like a knife. Blood spurts out, thick and black, and | fall 


back onto the mattress. | reach for my pill bottle, swallow a hanaful of tablets, and allow sleep to overtake me. 


| awake to sunlight streaming through my window. Squinting against the unbearable brightness, | look around 
the room, hoping to find an explanation for the events of last night. | find no blood, no blue-green glass. The 


scent of you is gone. 
You know, | don't believe you were ever here. 


| can't find anything for breakfast, so | make a pot of tea, lighting my first cigarette of the day as | wait for 
the water to boil. A girl in a yellow Indian tunic is slumped in a corner, asleep. | don't remember her name or 
when she got here. But they're always here. People like her, always wanting to find the mad genius at work; 
take a trip with him. How ridiculous it all seems. So much attention for someone who's written a few songs and 


done a few paintings. It's not so remarkable, not in the grand scheme of things. 


The teakettle whistles. The girl doesn't move. | pour a cup of tea for myself. | think about pouring one for the 
girl, but it might be cold by the time she wakes up, so | just leave her a note. | finish my cigarette and sit 
down at the kitchen table, looking out of my window into the window of another flat, directly across from me, 


where | can see a flash of movement. It reminds me that today is another day I'll spend being talked at in the 


recording studio. I'm probably late as it is. 


| grab my guitar case, swallow a few pills, and head out. The sky is grey and the city air is stifling, but at 
least I'll be able to see you. | mean, really see you, see you as something other than green glass shards on a 


painted floor. 


